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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

I suppose they are — 

When she loves you — 

Fun. 

Ah, to be able to die! 

SIR HOBBLEDEHOY 

Hail, all hail, Sir Hobbledehoy, 
Smashing pretty white homes 
And pretty white lives 
And pretty white dreams 
And pretty white skies ! 
Hail, all hail, Sir Hobbledehoy, 
Painting pretty red seas 
And pretty red fields 
And pretty red sins 
Ana pretty red lies! 
Hail, all hail, Sir Hobbledehoy, 
Shaping pretty white stones, 
Such big pretty, small pretty, 
Round pretty, tall pretty — 
Shaping such mountains of beautiful stones ! 
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Drove his plough — 
So straight, 
So strong, 
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So true — 

Deep and far 

Into the past 

And turned it topsy-turvy. 

Now, 

We are frantically busy, 

With all of our many hands, 

Sowing the next past. 

DIRGE 

She came — 
That wistful child — 
On her way to red, 
Deep red: 
She came — 

And they tried to tell him 
She was Dawn. 
She went — 
That listless thing — 
On her way to black, 
Deep black: 
She went — 

And they tried to tell him 
She was Night. 

Alfred Kreymborg 
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